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the production, would be detrimental to the un-
expected surprise of the play; hence destroying
a main factor of its first-night success.
After three weeks' rehearsal the night arrived.
The theatre was packed to capacity, not a seat was
vacant.  Arrayed in a beautiful white evening dress
with my hair wonderfully arranged, I sat in one of
the stage boxes, at the back of which was one of
nay fellow-actors.   Before the curtain went up, and
during the first interval we talked and laughed
together as though we were ordinary theatregoers.
The three knocks gave the signal for the lights to go
out, and the curtain went up for the second act.
The scene portrayed an exact replica of the " foyer "
of the Theatre des Arts.   Many artists, who had
not appeared until then, walked about the stage
foyer, talking to each other and eagerly discussing
the first act of our play as though they were members
of the public.   Suddenly, to the amazement of the
real audience, I jumped up, leant out of my box
and in very excited tones addressed the people on
the stage in the following words : " I consider it an
absolute outrage that one's private life should be
exposed by authors to the public.   I shall sue for
damages." My companion in the box tried to calm
jne, but of no avail, I continued expostulating.
The people on the stage, dismayed at this attack on
them and horrified at the disturbance I was creating,
crowded to the footlights towards my box and tried
in vain to explain to me that neither they, nor the
author, knew anything about me or my private life.
By this time the real public was in a state of ferment.
From all parts of the house there were cries of:
"Turn her out. . , . Stop her. . , . Shame. . . .